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& that it was arranged. Since the first time I saw it, I've
it was a very fine thing, and it was a disappointment when
refused it, on Bone's advice.

The purpose of this letter is for you to file it till the critical
moment, and then remind Winston that he's promised me a copy
of his Vol in,8 shortly to be published. Rumour says that there
is no duty on books sent by book-post. Sounds ungracious, as a
hint, but some weeks they only give us five rupees, & India is
more expensive for troops than home service.

Karachi is not too dismal, but Indians are a bit of a come-
down after the other races I've had to meet. There's a suppressed
meanness about them which makes me regret our likeness in
shape.

The voyage out on a trooper (H.M.T. Derbyshire] was some-
thing vigorous in the way of experience. Your improper depart-
ment has ruled that at sea three airmen can be packed into the air-
space of two sailors. Kindly meant, no doubt, to keep us warm
and comfortable. But in the Red Sea and the Gulf we grew sick
of each other's smell.

Try not to forget that book. Half our day is leisure, and I am
not very good at entertaining myself. Yours ever              T E s.

296:   TO DICK KNOWLES
8.2.27.                                          R^f.F. Depot, Drigh Road, Karachi
Dear Dick, Here we are again. The usual furlong and a half
of address. A dry hole, on the edge of the Sind desert, which
desert is a waste of sand and sandstone, with a plentiful stubble
of cactus on its flat parts, and of tamarisk in its valleys. Over it
blow hot and cold winds, very heavily laden with dust. We eat
dust and breathe dust and think dust and hate dust on the days
when dust-storms blow. At present, in the nominal winter, that
is not often enough to be less than remarkable. In summer, they
tell us genially, a little breeze rises every midday, blows a dust-
gale every afternoon, and dies into a mere dust-soup at sunset
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